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You put your lips up to me like a child.
FRANC. Tis not so long ago I was a child.
[Seizing his arm.
0 sir, is it wise, is it well to go away ?
Gio. What do you mean ?
FRANC.                             I have a terror here.
Gio. Can you not bear to part with me some
hours ?
FRANC. I dread to be alone: I fear the night
And yon great chamber, the resort of spirits.
1  see men hunted on the air by hounds:
Thin faces of your house, with weary smiles.
The dead who frown I fear not: but I fear
The dead who smile!   The very palace rocks,
Remembering at midnight, and I see
Women within these walls immured alive
Come starving to my bed and ask for food,
Gio. Take some one then to sleep with you-*
Lucrezia,   '.
Or little Nita else: lie not akme.